Spaghetti and Brainwalls (learning how to study)
Yevin Roh A teacher once challenged me to "write about a difficult experience in medical school" and I seriously considered just handing in a diagram of the Kreb's cycle, printing out the Wikipedia pages for Cranial Nerves I -XII Creating a powerpoint presentation consisting only of acronyms and unlabeled images. Because, as a poet, I've been told to "show, not tell" And what better way to show you my significant suffering than providing the primary source material?
How can I begin to show you the crushing magnitude of my frustration when the knowledge in my head can't be formed into coherent images?
The closest idea I have is red static, A broken TV with anger issues, Receiving too much and giving too little Studying feels like My brain is a plaster wall and medical knowledge is wet spaghetti I pick it up in twisted lumps, throwing it against the wall hoping some part of it will stick. But some, if not most, falls off (Failure sounds like the wet plops of forgetfulness) And I have to keep picking up the noodles which I've thrown, Figure out why they wouldn't stick (did I not throw hard enough? Should I let them stew for longer? am I running out of space?) And I keep throwing it and throwing it Waking up each morning to find that it's all sloughed off Yet I repeat until class starts and I get a new pail of pasta.
Each exam feels like Fingers running through damp noodles, trying to grip a particular one But the harder I squeeze the more elusive the pasta proves to be When I finally manage to wrangle one, I slap it to the exam with an inelegant squish 
